seethe 


Author: duckface 


Bands: Yes 


Characters: Bill Bruford, Chris Squire, Jon Anderson 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Jan 13 2013 09:37:23 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


seethe 


Author's Notes: 
Bill having a completely and genuinely unrequited one-sided angry hateful crush on Chris that he will deny until 
the day he dies and that will make sure he will never be truly happy and will spend every day of his life a 


miserable childish wreck because Chris knows how to manipulate it to his advantage is a thing I\'m okay with 


"Hello?" 

"Hello, Bill. Hs Chris” 

" Squire? Jesus, what in bloody hell do you want?” 

"| want to offer you employment" 

‘Lord. What, has that fellow you got to replace me gone the way of everyone else already?" 


"| don't want you in Yes" 


"Good, because I'd rather not be in Yes." 
‘lm making my own album." 

"Then it's you who's gone.” 

"Never. We're all making albums." 


"Well, damn. If you had been calling me to get me back in the band, your absence would be the only reason I'd 


do it" 

"Do you want to listen to me or do you just want to hate me?" 
"What do you want." 

‘| want you to play drums on my album." 


"Tremendous." 


I'm still not quite as tight with Alan as Id like to be to make this work. Plus your style fits better with what 


I'm going for." 

"That's tremendous. So you've come crawling back to me again after all. 

"You're unemployed, Bill. Besides, Jon was the one who ‘crawled back to you' at university.” 
"Because he knows how much you hate me." 

"Bill, you hate me. Listen to yourself. Do you ever listen to yourself?" 


"What reason could | possibly have to work with you again, Fish? With someone as torpid, selfish, arrogant, and 


bloody slimy as you" 

"Because you'd get paid, you git, how long have you been on the dole, anyway?" 
"Not as long as you've been out of the bath, probably" 

"Besides, | don't think you do hate me" 

"Is that so? Point me to the evidence, Dr. Ph.D, MD" 


"| think you want me." 


"Ooh." 

"The hell | do. What would | want with you?" 

"Gee, | don't know, Bill. You certainly played the ‘| want Jon’ card for so long that you tricked everyone-maybe 
even yourself-into believing you did want him. But | don't know. | don't know how many times you sat about 
thinking of me shagging him stupid and seething in rage that you weren't him." 

"| should come over there right now-" 

"That's it, isn't it?—" 

"-kick your bloody teeth in-" 

"You didn't want to be with Jon-" 

"—with my own two hands-" 

"-you wanted to be Jon" 

"You don't know anything, Fish! You don't know anything!” 

"Bet you | know exactly how | can prove it. Other than with this conversation right now." 

"Ruddy serpent. The hell you do." 

"Imagine these situations." 

"Suck my cock." 

"You'd like me to. First: Jon asks you to come have a little ménage-a-trois. You, him, and me." 

"He never would have." 

‘Irrelevant. You'd have said no. You'd have said no because ostensibly you wouldn't have wanted him to know 
you wanted him. Really, though, there's a part of you that wanted me, and you wanted to silence it, so you'd 


never have given it the opportunity. You wouldn't have wanted him to know you'd enjoy a round with me." 


"Fuck you.” 


"Knew | was right. Second scenario: | ask you the same thing. Threesome. Me, you, and Jon" 
"I'd sooner be sick all over myself than say yes to you." 

"Your shirt must smell like an Irish flu, then, because you certainly would have." 

"Never." 


"Because your outward Jon-lust would have had you scrambling to outdo me. You'd want to show both me and 
Jon that you're the better lover so you could snatch him-probably literally-right out from under me." 


"And | would have, too." 


"But that same part of you that has to shut up around Jon can't keep its fat, duck-lipped mouth shut around 


me. 
"Blow it out your arse." 


"You'd have jumped at the chance. You'd want to show off so that I'd want to be with you. You'd absolutely 


say yes To some sort of go with me if you convinced yourself it was a challenge." 
"You're absolutely a cunt, Squire. You don't know what you're talking about." 


"And yet you're still on the phone with me. Let me describe for you scenario number three, since you don't 


seem willing to get off until you hear it” 
"Kick your ruddy teeth in 


"Picture this, Bill: Me and you and Jon, we're having that threesome. You've got Jon sprawled out on the bed 
before you. He's naked and whimpering and begging for you, calling out your name, ‘Oh, William, fuck me 
harder,’ and you're doing it, you're inside that tight little arse of his and he's so slick and he's so hot and he's 
squeezing around you and he's not even thinking about me. Only you, Bill. You've fucked every last thought of 


me out of him." 
"Christ." 


"But I'm right behind you, aren't 1? | bend you over just enough that you can keep at Jon but I've got my 
hands all over you and l'm playing you like you're my bass and then | push into you, don't |? Of course | do. 
And I'm bigger than you think | am and a lot bigger than you've been trying to convince yourself | am, | can 
tell you that as a fact. And | don't just fuck you, Bill. | annihilate you. You think I'm going to take any mercy on 
a repugnant, petulant little shit like you who's punched me the way you have? Lord no. Because that's what 
that punch was about, wasn't it? The harder you punch me, the harder I'll fuck you?" 


"You had better stop right this second-" 


"That was a hell of a punch you gave me, Bill. Think about it. I'd make you come so hard you'd feel it as long 


as | had that black eye. Its equitable." 
"Stop it" 
"Now which of those turns you on more..2" 


"Stop!" 


"January fifteenth. Virginia Water, Surrey. Bring your whole kit or | won't pay you in full." 
"Fine." 
"That's right. And don't get your hopes up. l'm softer than Jon's tits right now." 


Click. 


